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PREFACE. 


H Z Ale Elegies were wrote by a young 
Gentleman lately dead, and juſtly lamented. | 


As he had never declared his Intentions con- 
cerning their Publication, a Friend of his, into whoſe 
Hands they fell, determined to publiſh them, in the Per- 
ſuaſion that. they would neither be unwelcome to the 
Publick, nor injurious to the Memory of their Author. 
The Reader muſt decide, whether this Determination 
was the reſult of juſt Judgnent, or partial Friendſhip, © 
for the Editor feels, and avows ſo much , the. latter, | 
that be gives up all Pretenſions to the former. | 

The Author compoſed them ten Years ago, before he 
abas tavo and twenty Years old; an Age when Fancy 
and Imagination commonly riot, at the Expence of Tudg- 
ment and Correct ng, neither of which ſeem wanting 
here. But fincere in his Love as in his Friendſhip, he 
avrote to his Mi ſtreſſes, as he ſpoke to his Friends, no- 
thing, but the true genuine Sentiments of his Heart; he 
ſat down to write what he thought, not to think chat 
he ſhould write; *twas Nature, and Sentiment only that 
dickated to a real Miſtreſs, not youthful and poctic Fan- 
cy, to an imaginary one. Elegy therefore ſpeaks here 
her own, proper, native Language, the unaffeted, plain- 
tive Language of the tender Paſſions ; the true Elegiac 
Dignity and Simplicity are preſerved, and united, the 

e without Pride, the other without Meanneſs. Ti- 
vullus ſeems to hawe been the Model, our Author judici- 
ouſly preferred to Ovid; the former writing directly 
from the Heart, to the Heart ; the latter too often yield- 
ing, and addreſſing himſelf to the Imagination. 


— 


(wv) 

The undiſſipated Youth of the Author, allowed him 
Time to apply himſelf to the beſt Maſters, the Ancients, 
and his Parts enabled him to make the beſt Uſe of them ; 
for upon thoſe great Models of ſolid Senſe and Virtue, 
he formed not only his Genius, but his Heart, both «well 
prepared by Nature to adopt, and adorn the Reſemblance. 
He admired that Fuftneſs, that noble Simplicity of 
Thought and Expreſſion, which have diflinguiſhed, and 
preſerved their Writings to this Day; but he revered 
that Lowe of their Country, that Contempt of Riches, 
that Sacreaneſs of Friendſhip, and all thiſe heroic and 
ſocial Virtues, which marked them out as the Oꝶjects of 


the Veneration, though not the Imitation, of ſucceeding 


Ages; and he looked back with a hind of religious Awe 


and Delight, upon thoſe glorious and happy Times of 


Greece and Rome, when Wiſdom, Virtue and Liberty 


formed the only Triumvirates, ere Luxury invited Core 


ruption to taint, or Corruption introduced Slavery to de- 


fray, all publick and private Virtues. In theſe Senti- 


ments be lived, and would have lived, even in theſe 


Times; in theſe Sentiments he died but in theſe Times 


too Ut non erepta-a diis immortalibus vita, ſed do- 
nata mors eſſe videatur. Rt, 


LOVE 


LOVE-ELEGIE 


On his falling in Love with NE RA 
| ELEGY I 


Arewel that Liberty our Fathers gave, 


I ſaw Nez zxa, and her inſtant Slave, 
Tho' born a Briton, hug'd the ſervile Chain. 


Her Uſage well repays my coward Heart, 
Meanly he triumphs. in her Lover's Shame, 
No healing Joy relieves his conſtant Smart, 
No Smile of Love rewards the Loſs of Fame. 
Oh that to feel theſe killing Pangs no more, 
On 'Seythian' Hills J lay a ſenſeleſs Stone, 

Was fix'd a Rock amidſt the watry Roar, 
And in the vaſt Atlantic ſtood alone. 


| | i a 
Adieu, ye Muſes, or my Paſſion aid, 
Why ſhou'd I loiter by your idle Spring? 
My humble Voice wou'd move one only Maid, 
And ſhe contemns the Trifles which I ſing. 


1 do not aſk the lofty Epic Strain, 
Nor ſtrive to paint the Wonders of the Sphere; 
I only ſing one cruel Maid to gain, 


Adieu, ye Muſes, if ſhe will not hear. 
8 Mades, if he will 


In vain they gave, their Sons receiv'd in vain: 


= 


» 
. 


NA 


No more in uſeleſs Innocence I'll pine, 

Since guilty Preſents win the greedv Fair, 
I'll tear it's Honours from the broken Shrine; 
But chiefly thine, O Venus, will I tear. 


Deceiv'd by thee, I lov'd a beauteous Maid, 
Who bends on ſordid Gold her low Defires: 
Nor Worth nor Paſſion can her Heart perſuade, 
But Love muſt act what Avarice requires. 


Unwiſe who firſt, the Charm of Nature loſt, 
With Tyrian Purple ſoil'd the ſnowy Sheep; 
Unwiſer ſtill who Seas and Mountains croft, | 
'To dig the Rock, and ſearch the pearly Deep: 


Theſe coſtly Toys our filly Fair ſurpriſe, 

The ſhining Fellies cheat their feeble Sight, 
Their Hearts, ſecure in Trifles, Love deſpiſe, 
*T'is vain to court them, but more vain. to write. 


Why did the Gods conceal the little Mind 
And earthly Thought beneath a heav'nly Face? 
Forget the Worth that dignifies Mankind, 

Yet ſmooth and poliſh ſo each outward Grace? 


Hence all the Blame tliat Love and V envs bear, 
Hence Pleafure ſhort, : and Anguiſn ever long, 
Hence Tears and Sighs, and hence the peeviſh. Fair, 
The froward Lover, — Heng this angry Song. 


<> 
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Unable to ſatisfy the covetous 7 emper if Ne- 
ERA, he intends to make a Campaign, and 


try, if poſſi ble, to forget ber. 
ELEGY II. 


Dieu, ye Walls, that guard my cruel Fair, 

No more [I'll fit in roſy Fetters bound, 1 
My Limbs have learnt the Weight of Arms to bear, 
My rouſing Spirits feel the Trumpet's Sound. 


Few are the Maids that now on Merit ſmile, 

On Spoil and War 1s bent this iron Age ; 
Yet Pain and Death attend on War and Spoil, 
Unſated Vengeance and remorſeleſs Rage : 


To purchaſe Spoil ev'n Love itſelf is ſold, 
Her Lover's Heart is leaſt Nez&a's Care: 
And I through War muſt ſeek deteſted Gold, 
Not for my ſelf, but for my venal Fair: 


That while ſhe bends beneath the Weight of Dreſs, 
The ſtiffen'd Robe may ſpoil her eafy Mien; | 
And Art miſtaken make. her Beauty leſs, 

While ſtill it hides ſome Graces better ſeen. 


air, 


But if ſuch Toys can win her lovely Smile, 
Hers be the Wealth of Tagus' golden Sand, 
Hers the bright Gems 1 glow in India's Soil, 
Hers the black Sons of Africk's ſultry Land. 


To pleaſe hos Eye let every Loom contend, 
For her be rifled Ocean's pearly Bed. 

But where alas wou'd idle Fancy tend? 

And ſooth with Dreams a youthful Poet's Head 3 


181 


Let others buy the cold unloving Maid, 
In forc'd Embraces act the Tyrant's part, An 
While I their ſelfiſh Luxury upbraid, W 
And ſcorn the Perſon where I doubt the Heart. * 
Thus warm'd by Pride, I think I love no more, REIN 
And hide in Threats the Weakneſs of my Mind : Wi 
In vain, — tho' Reaſon fly the hated Door, | _ 
Yet Love, the Coward Love, ſtill lags behind. 14 we 


— — — 5 — a *» 3 1 „ _ —— 


He upbraids and threatens the Avarice of 
Nez#RaA, and reſolves to quit her. 


E-L:E GY HI. 


NY Hou'd Jove deſcend in Floods of liquid Ore, 
And golden Torrents ſtream from every Part, 
That craving Boſom ſtill wou'd heave for more, 
Not all the Gods cou'd ſatisfy thy Heart: 


But may thy Folly, which can thus diſdain 
My honeft Love, the mighty Wrong repay, 
May Midnight Fire involve thy ſordid Gain, 
And on the ſhining Heaps of Rapine prey : 


May all the Youths, like me, by Love deceiv- d, 

Not quench the Ruin, but applaud the Doom, 

And, 1 thou dy'ſt, may not one Heart be griev d, N 
May not one Tear bedew the lonely Tomb. 0 ſec 


But the deſerving, tender, generous Maid, 
Whoſe only Care is her poor Lover's Mind, 
Tho' ruthleſs Age may bid her Beauty fade 
In every Friend to Love, a Friend ſhall find: 


[ 9 ] 


And, when the Lamp of Life will burn no more, 
When dead ſhe ſeems as in a gentle Sleep, 

The pitying Neighbours ſhall her Loſs deplore, 
And round the Bier aſſembled Lovers weep ; 


With flow'ry Garlands, each revolving Year, | 
| Shall ſtrow the Grave where Truth and Softneſs reſt, 
Then Home returning drop the pious Tear, 

| And bid the Turf lye eaſy on her Breaſt. 


. 
— 2 — 


| To his Friend written under the Conſinement 
of a long Indiſpaſition. 
| LE GY. IV. 
Ws calm you ſit beneath your ſecret Sade. 
And loſe in pleaſing Thought the Summer Day, 


Or tempt the Wiſh of ſome unpraQtis'd Maid, 
Whoſe Heart at once inclines and fears to firay : 


The ſprightly Vigour of my Youth is fled, 

Lonely and ſick, on Death is all my Thought, 
Oh ſpare, * PeagePHoNe), this guiltleſs Head, 
Love, too much Love, is all thy Suppliant's Fault. 


No Virgin's eaſy Faith I e'er betray'd, 

My Tongue ne'er boaſted of a feign'd Embrace, 
No Poiſons in the Cup have I convey' d, 
Nor veil'd Deſtruction with a friendly Face: 


v'd, 


No ſecret Horrors gnaw this quiet Breaſt, 

This pious Hand ne'er rob'd the ſacred Fane, 

I ne'er diſturb'd the God's eternal Reſt | 
With Curſes loud, —but oft have pray'd in vain. 


No Stealth of Time has thinn'd my flowing Hair, 
or Age yet bent me with his iron Hand ; 

Ah why ſo ſoon the tender Bloſſom tear, 

\nd, Mp're Autumn yet the ripen'd Fruit demand ? 


* *. 


[ 10. Þ 


Ye Gods, whoe'er, in gloomy Shades below, 
Now ſlowly tread your melancholy Round, 
Now wandring view the baleful Rivers flow, 
And muſing hearken to their ſolemn Sound: 


Oh let me ſtill enjoy the chearful Day, 

Till many Years unheeded o'er me roll'd, 
Pleas'd in my Age I trifle Life away, 

And tell how much we lov'd, e're I grew old. 


But you, who now with feſtive Garlands crown'd, 

In chaſe of Pleaſure the gay Moments ſpend, 

By quick Enjoyment heal Love's pleaſing Wound, 
And grieve for nothing, but your abſent Friend, 


— 


ſuppoſed Interview between them. | 


2 Till creeping Slumber ſooth his troubled Breaſt, 
Let not a Whiſper ſtir the ſilent Air, 
If hapleſs Love a while conſent to reſt, 


Untoward Guards beſet my CyxTH1a's Doors, 
And cruel Locks the impriſon'd Fair conceal, 


May Lightnings blaſt whom Love in vain implores, 


And Jove's own 'Thunder rive thoſe Bolts of Steel! 


Ah gentle Door attend my humble Call,. | 
Nor let thy ſounding Hinge our Thefts betray, 
So all my Curſes far from thee ſhall fall, 
We angry Lovers mean not half we ſay. 


Remember now the flowry Wreaths I gave, 
When firſt I told thee of my bold Defires, * 
Nar thou O CynTure fear the watchful Slave, 


The Lover is at firſt introduced ſpeaking to 
his Servant, he afterwards addreſſes him- 


ſelf to his Miſtreſs, and at laſt there is a 


Ich Wine, more Wine, deceive thy Maſter's Care, 


Still ſi 


A Wi: 
With 1 
it her 
ind w 


ſaw h 
hile 0 
ſaw tl 
Till ſca 


it her 
ind wir 
it her 
nd ver 


I ſcorn the chilling Wind, and beating Rain, 
Nor heed cold Watchings on the dewy Ground, 
If all the Hardſhips I for Love ſuſtain, - 


But ſhou'dſt thou ſee, th' important Secret hide, 


(11) 
She guides the Youth. who ſee not where they tread, 
She ſhews the Virgin how to turn the Door, 
zoftly to ſteal from off her ſilent Bed, 
And not a Step betray her on the Floor. 


The fearleſs Lover wants no Beam of Light, 
The Robber knows him, nor obſtructs his Way, 
Sacred he wanders through the pathleſs Night, 
Belongs to VENVUs, and can never ſtray. 


With Love's victorious Joys at laſt be crown'd ; 


With ſudden Step let none our Bliſs ſurpriſe, 
Or check the Freedom of ſecure Delight — 
Raſh Man beware and ſhut thy curious Eyes, 
Leſt angry VE N us ſnatch their guilty Sight: 


Tho' queſtion'd by the Powers of Earth and Heav'n, 
The prating Tongue ſhall Love's Revenge abide, 
Still ſue for Grace, and never be forgiv'n. 


A Wizard-Dame, thy Lover's ancient Friend, 
With magic Charm has deaft thy Huſband's Ear, 
it her Command I ſaw the Stars deſcend, 

und winged Lightnings ſtop in mid Career. 


law her ſtamp, and cleave the ſolid Ground, 
hile ghaſtly Spe&res round us wildly roam, 
law them hearken to her potent Sound, 
Till ſcar'd at Day they ſought. their dreary Home. 


it her Command the vigorous Summer pines, 
ind wintry Clouds obſcure the hopeful Year, 
it her ſtrong bidding gloomy Winter ſhines, 
nd vernal Roſes on the Snows appear. a 
| She 


5 | 
She gave theſe Charms, which I on thee beſtow, 


They dim the Eye, and dull the jealous Mind, ; 
For me they make a Huſband nothing know, 1 
For me, and only me, they make him blind 2 7 
But what did moſt this faithful Heart ſurpriſe, T 
She boaſted that her Skill cou'd ſet it free ; A 
This faithful Heart the boaſted Freedom flies, 1 
How cou' d it venture to abandon thee? A 
He adjures DE LIA 70 pity him by their 8 
Friendſbip with CELIA who was lat) , 

dead. | e Fre 12 7 70 
Houſands wou'd ſeek the laſting Peace of Deal, 0 


| And in that Harbour ſhun the Storm of Care, 
Officious Hope ſtill holds the fleeting Breath, 
She tells them ſtill, —— to morrow will be fair: 


She tells me, DEL IA, I ſhall thee obtain, 
But can TI liſten to her Syren Song, ; 
Who ſev'n ſlow Months have drag'd my painful Cha, 
So long thy Lover, and deſpis'd ſo long? 


Buy all the Joys thy deareſt Cer1a gave, 

| Let not her once-lov'd Friend unpity'd burn; 
So may her Aſhes find a peaceful Grave, 
And Sleep uninjur'd in their ſacred Urn: 


To her I firſt avow'd my tim'rous Flame, 

She nurs'd my Hopes, and taught me how to ſue, 
She ftill wou'd pity - what the Wiſe might blame, 
And feel for Weakneſs that ſhe never knew : 
Ah do not grieve the dear lamented Shade, 
That hov'ring round us all my Suff rings hears, 
She is my Saint, — to her my Pray'rs are made, 
Wit b oft reneated aifts of Flow'rs and Tears: 


N 


To her ſad Tomb at Midnight I retire, 
And lonely fitting by the ſilent Stone, | 
J tell it all the Griefs my Wrongs inſpire, | 
The marble Image ſeems to hear my Moan : 


Thy Friend's pale Ghoſt ſhall vex thy ſleepleſs Bed, 
And ſtand before thee all in virgin White 

That ruthleſs Boſom will diſturb the dead, 

And call forth Pity from eternal Night: 


Ceaſe, cruel Man, the mournful Theme forbear, 
Tho' much thou ſuffer, to thy ſelf complain, 
Ah to recal the ſad Remembrance ſpare ! 

One Tear from her, is more than all thy Pain. 


: z 


Or Delta's being in the Country where he | 


ſuppoſes ſhe ſtays to ſee the Harveſt. 
ELEGY VIL 


OW Der 1a breathes in Woods the fragrant Air, 
Dull are the Hearts that ftill in Town remain, | 
Venvs her ſelf attends on DEL1a there, | 
And Cupid ſports amid the ſylvan Train. 


Oh with what Joy, my D=11a to behold, 

I'd preſs the Spade, or weild the weighty Prong, 
Guide the ſlow Plough-ſhare thro' the ſtubborn Mold, 
And patient goad the loit'ring Ox along! 


The ſcorching Heats I'd careleſly deſpiſe, 

Nor heed the Bliſters on my tender Hand ; 
The great AroL Lo wore the ſame Diſguiſe, 
Like me ſubdu'd to Love's ſupreme Command. 


No healing Herbs cou'd ſooth their Maſter's Pain, 
The Art of Phyſick loſt and uſeleſs lay, 


To Peneus' Stream, and T, empe's ſhady Plain. 
He drove JS. è „ 4% 


(14) 
Oft with a bleating Lamb in either Arm, 


His bluſhing * Sifter ſaw him pace along, 
Oft wou'd his Voice the filent Vally charm, 
Till lowing Oxen broke the tender Song. 


Where are his Triumphs? where his warlike Toil ? 
Where by his Darts the creſted PYTHox ſlain ? | 
Where are his Delphi? his delightful Ifle * ? 

The God himſelf is grown a cottage Swain. 


O Cexxs, in your golden Fields no more, 

With Harveſt's chearful Pomp my Fair detain, —— 
Think what for loſt T PROSERPINA you bore, 
And in a Mother's Anguiſh feel my Pain. 


Our Wiſer Fathers left their Fields unſown, 

Their Food was Acorns, Love their ſole Imploy, 
They met, they lik'd, they ſtay'd but till alone, 

And in each Valley ſnatch'd the honeſt Joy : 


No wakeful Guard, no Doors to ſtop Deſire, 
Thrice happy Times !—but Oh I fondly rave, 
Lead me to DEL14, all her Eyes inſpire 

T'll do, —— I'll plough or dig as DEL1a's Slave. 


* The Goddeſs DI ANA. * Delos. + The Daughter of 
| Cxxxs taken from her by PT uo. | | 


— 


He 48 jhat he ſhall e ever of 15 DeL1a. 
ELEGY VII. 


H what avails thy Lover's pious Care ? 

His laviſh Incenſe clouds the Sky in vain, 
Nor Wealth nor Greatneſs was his idle Pray'r, 
For thee alone he pray'd, thee hop'd to gain; 


With thee I hop'd to waſte the pleaſing Day, 
Till in thy Arms an Age of Joy was paſt, 
Then old with Love inſenſibly decay, 


D . . k-aathe.my aſt. 


And at — 


—— — — — —— —ä— — eee 


| [ 15 ] 
I ſcorn the Haian River's golden Wave, 
And all the vulgar Charms of human Life, 
I only aſk to live my PELIA's Slave, 
And when I long have ſerv'd her, call her Wife: 


? I only aſk, of her I love poſſeſt, 
| To ſink o'ercome with Bliſs in ſafe Repoſe, 
To ſtrain her yielding Beauties to my Breaſt, 
And kiſs her wearied Eye-lids till they cloſe. 


| Attend, O Juno, with thy ſober Ear, 
— Attend, gay VE Ns, Parent of Deſire, 
This one fond Wiſh if you refuſe to hear, 
Oh let me with this Sigh of Love expire! 


He has left Dzr.14. 
ELEGY IX. 
H E who could firſt two gentle Hearts unbind, 
And rob a Lover of his weeping Fair, 


| Hard was the Man, but harder in my Mind, | ö 
| The Lover ftill who dy'd not of Deſpair: 3 


f 
With mean Diſguiſe let others Nature hide, 
And mimick Virtue with the Paint of Art, | 
I ſcorn the Cheat of Reaſon's fooliſh Pride, 

And boaſt the graceful Weakneſs of my Heart. 


The more I think, the more I feel my Pain, 
And learn the more each heav'nly Charm to prize, 
While Fools, too light for Paſſion, ſafe remain, 
And dull Senſation keeps the Stupid wiſe. 


dad is my Day, and ſad my ling'ring Night, 
When wrapt in ſilent Grief I weep alone, 
DeLia is loſt, and all my paſt Delight 


I now the Source of unavailing Moan. 
3 | Uſhare 


16 


Where is the Wit that heighten'd Beauty's Charms ? 
Where is the Face that fed my longing Eyes ? 
Where is the Shape that might have bleſt my Arms? 
Where all thoſe Hopes relentleſs Fate denies ? 


When ſpent with endleſs Grief I die at laſt, 
DeL1a may come, and ſee my poor Remains, — 
Oh DeL1 a! after ſuch an Abſence paſt, 

Can'ſt thou ſtill love, and not forget my Pains ? 


Wilt thou in Tears thy Lover's Corſe attend? 
With Eyes averted light the ſolemn Pyre, | Th 
Till all around the doleful Flames aſcend, | 


Then ſlowly ſinking by Degrees Expire : 


To ſooth the hoy? ring Soul be thine the Care, | Hl 
'F With plaintive Cries to lead the mournful Band, Þ hs 
7 In ſable Weeds the golden Vaſe to bear, * 
1 And cull my Aſhes with thy trembling Hand : | 
Panchaia's Odours be their coſtly Feaſt, 2 
„ And all the Pride of 4/a's fragrant Vear, r 
1H Give them the Treaſures of the fartheſt Eaſt, Ye! 
4 And, what 1s ſtill more precious, give thy Tear, An 
Dying for thee, there is in Death a Pride, ö a 
Let all the World thy hapleſs Lover know; | wh 
No filent Urn the noble Paſſion hide, | 


But deeply graven thus my Suff rings ſhow: 


« Here lyes a Youth born down with Love and Care, 85 
« He cou'd not long his DELIA's Loſs abide, | te 
| © Joy left his Boſom with the parting Fair, Ae 
And when he durſt no longer hope, he dy'd. 


On 


$? 


are, 


[17] 
On DELi1a's Birth-day. . 
ELEGY X 
T. HIS Day, which ſaw my DeL1 a's Beauty riſe, 


Shall more than all our ſacred Days be bleſt, 
The World, enamour'd of her lovely Eyes, 


| Shall grow as good and gentle as her Breaſt. 


By all our guarded Sighs, and hid Deſires, 
Oh may our guiltleſs Love be till the ſame, 
I burn, and glory in the pleaſing Fires, 

It DELIA's Boſom ſhare the mutual Flame. 


Thou happy Genius of her natal Hour, 


Accept her Incenſe, if her 'Thoughts be kind ; 
But let her court in vain thy angry Power, 
If all our Vows are blotted from her Mind. 


And thou, O Venvs, hear my righteous Pray'r, 
Or bind the Shepherdeſs, or looſe the Swain; 
Yet rather guard them both with equal Care, 


And let them die together in thy Chain: 
What I demand perhaps her Heart deſires, 


But virgin Fears her nicer Tongue reſtrain ; 
| The ſecret Thought, which bluſhing Love inſpires, . 
| The conſcious Eye can full as well explain. 


r 


— 


| Againſt Lovers going to War, in which he philoſo- 


phically prefers Love and DELIA to the more ſe- 
rious 7 anities of the World. 


ELEGY Xx. 


HE Man, who ſharpen'd firſt the warlike Steel, 
How fell and deadly was his iron Heart, 
He gave the Wound encount'ring Nations feel, 
And. Death grew ſtronger by his fatal Art: 


14 


Vet not from Steel, Debate and Battle roſe, Wi 

Tis Gold o'erturns the even Scale of Life, | ES Wi 

5 Nature is free to all, and none were Foes, Th 
Till partial Luxury began the Strife. . Ane 
Let Spoil and Victory adorn the Bold, i fa 

While I, inglorious, neither hope nor fear, My 

Periſh the Thirſt of Honour, Thirſt of Gold, Th 

E're for my Abſence DELt1a lofe a Tear: Wi 

Why ſhou'd the Lover quit his pleafing Home, W] 

In ſearch of Danger on ſome foreign Ground? No 
'Þ Far from his weeping Fair ungrateful roam, In 
. And riſk in every Stroke a double Wound? She 
iP Ah better far, beneath the ſpreading Shade, bY 
'S With chearful Friends to drain the ſprightly Bowl, He 
q To ſing the Beauties of my darling Maid, * 


ö And on the ſweet Idea feaſt my Soul: 


0 Then, full of Love, to all her Charms retire, 

* And fold her bluſhing to my eager Breaſt, 

1 Till, quite o*ercome with Softneſs, with Deſire, 
Like me ſhe pants, ſhe faints, and ſinks to reſt. 


6 


— 2 


i To DEEIA. F Y 
| PHY e Fan = 
| ELEGY N. -” 
\ | ut 


NI © ſecond Love ſhall &'er my Heart furprize;, ? 
This ſolemn League did firſt our Paſſion bind * Wi 
Thou, only thou, canſt pleaſe thy Lover's Eyes, 


| | Thy Voice alone can ſooth his troubled Mind. | 8 
Oh that thy Charms were only fair to me, 1 
. Diſpleaſe all Others, and ſecure my Reſt, ; x l 


| No need of Envy, — let me happy be, 
\ Tuttle care that Others know me bleſt. 


= <_- Sc — 


a ©.,4 
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With thee in gloomy Deſerts let me dwell, 
Where never human Footſtep mark'd the Ground; 
Thou, Light of Life, all Darkneſs canſt expel, 
And ſeem a World with Solitude around. 


ſay too much my heedleſs Words reſtore, 
My Tongue undoes me in this loving Hour, 
Thou know'ſt thy Strength, and thence inſulting more, 


Will make me feel the Weight of all thy Power: 


Whate'er I feel, thy Slave I will remain, 

Nor fly the Burthen I am form'd to bear, 

In Chains Fl fit me down at VENVs' Fane, 

She knows my Wrongs, and will regard my Pray'r. 


— — 


He imagines himſelf married to DEL IA, and that con- 
tent with each other they are retired into the Country. 


EL E GV XI. 


E T others boaſt their Heaps of ſhining Gold, 
And view their Fields with waving Plenty crown'd,. 


| Whom neighb'ring Foes in conſtant Terror hold, 
And Trumpets break their Slumbers never ſound :. 


| While calmly poor I trifle Life away, 


Enjoy ſweet Leiſure by my chearful Fire, 
No wanton Hope my Quiet ſhall betray, 
But cheaply bleſt I'll ſcorn each vain Deſire. 


With timely Care I'll ſow my little Field, 

And plant my Orchard with it's Maſter's Hand, 
Nor bluſh to ſpread the Hay, the Hook to weild, 
Or range my Sheaves along the ſunny Land. 


I late at Duſk, while careleſly I roam, 


I meet a ſtroling Kid, or bleating Lamb, 
Under my Arm I'll bring the Wand'rer home, 
And not a little chide it's thoughtleſs Dam. 
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t Joy to hear the Tempeſt howl in vain, 
N a fearful Miſtreſs to my Breaſt? 
Or lull'd to Slumber by the beating IG. 
Secure and happy ſink at laſt to Reſt ? 


Or if the Sun in 2 * ride, 

ſhady Rivers indolently ſtray, : 
Ad with my DzL1a, walking Side by Side, 
Hear how they murmur, as they glide away. 


What Joy to wind along the cool Retreat, 
To ſtop and gaze on DEL1A asI go? | 
To mingle ſweet Diſcourſe with Kiſſes ſweet, 
And teach my lovely Scholar all I know ? 


Thus pleas'd at Heart, and not with Fancy's Dream, 
In filent Happineſs I reſt unknown ; 5 
Content with what J am, not what J ſeem, 

I live for DeL1a, and my ſelf alone. 


fooliſh Man ! who thus of her Poſſeſs d. 
8 and wander with Ambition's Wind, 
And if his outward Trappings ſpoke him bleſt, 
Not heed the Sickneſs of his conſcious Mind. 


With her I ſcorn the idle Breath of Praiſe, 
Nor truſt to Happineſs that's not our own, 
The Smile of Fortune might Suſpicion raiſe, 
But here I know that I am lov'd alone. 


STANHOPE, in Wiſdom as in Wit divine, 
May riſe and plead Britania's glorious Cauſe, 

With ſteady Rein his eager Wit confine, 

While manly Senſe the deep Attention draws :. 


Let STANHOPE ſpeak his lining Country's Wrong, 
My humble Voice ſhall pleaſe one partial Maid : 
For her alone I pen my tender Song, 


Securely ſitting in his friendly Shade. 


SrA MOR 
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STANHOPE ſhall come, and grace his rural Friend, 
DEL1 a ſhall wonder at her noble Gueſt, 
With bluſhing Awe the riper Fruit commend, 
And for her Huſband's Patron cull the beſt. 


Hers be the Care of all my little Train, 
While I with tender Indolence am bleſt, 
The favourite Subject of her gentle Reign, 
| By Love alone diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt. 


| For her I'll yoke my Oxen to the Plow, 

| In gloomy Foreſts tend my lonely Flock, 

For her a Goat-herd climb the Mountain's Brow, 
And ſleep extended on the naked Rock: 


Ah what avails to preſs the ſtately Bed, 

And far from her midſt tafteleſs Grandeur weep, 
By marble Fountains lay the penſive Head, 

And, while they murmur, ſtrive in vain to ſleep? 


DEL 1A alone can pleaſe, and never tire, 
Exceed the Paint of Thought in true Delight, 
With her, Enjoyment wakens new Deſire, 

| And equal Rapture glows thro' every Night : 


Beauty and Worth in her alike contend 

To charm the Fancy, and to fix the Mind, 

In her, my Wife, my Miſtreſs, and my Friend; 
| taſte the Joys of Senſe and Reaſon join'd. 


On her I'll gaze, when others loves are o'er, 

And dying preſs her with my clay cold Hand 
Thou weep'ſ already, as I were no more, 
Nor can that gentle Breaſt the Thought withſtand. 


Oh, when I die, my lateſt Moments ſpare, 

Nor let thy Grief with ſharper Torments kill, 
Wound not thy Cheeks, nor hurt that lowing Hair, 
Tho' I am dead, my Soul ſhall love thee {till : 


Oh 


Oh quit the Room, Oh quit the deathful Bed, 

Or thou wilt die, ſo tender is thy Heart; 

Oh leave me, DSL 1A, e're thou ſee me dead, 
Theſe weeping Friends will do thy mournful Part: 


Let them, extended on the decent Bier, 

Convey the Corſe in melancholy State, 

Thro' all the Village ſpread the tender Tear, 
While pitying Maids our wond'rous Loves relate. 


[22 ] 
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But now my Wrongs have taught my humbled Mind, 
To dangerous Bliſs no longer to pretend, 

In Books, a calm but fixt Content to find, 

Safe Joys, that on our ſelves alone depend: 


With them the gentle Moments I beguile, 

In learned Eaſe, and elegant Delight, 

Compare the Beauties of each different Stile, 
Each various Ray of Wit's diffuſive Light: 


Now mark the Strength of MIL Trox's ſacred Lines, 
Senſe rais'd by Genius, Fancy rul'd by Art, 


Where all the Glory of the God-head ſhines, 
And earlieſt Innocence inchants the Heart. 


Now fir'd by Por E and VirTvue leave the Age 
In low Purſuit of ſelf-undoing Wrong, 

And trace the Author thre' his moral Page, 
Whoſe blameleſs Life ſtill anſwers ts his Song, 


To DLIA. 
ELEGY MVV. 


In ſome lone Spot with Peace and thee retir'd, 
Tho' Reaſon then my ſanguine Fondneſs blam'd, 
I ſtill believ'd what flatt'ring Love infpir'd : 


HAT Scenes of Bliſs my raptur'd Fancy fram'd, 
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If Time and Books my lingring Pain can heal, 
And Reaſon fix it's Empire o' er my Heart, 
My Patriot Breaſt a nobler Warmth ſhall feel, 
And glow with Love where Weakneſs has no part. 


Thy Heart, O LyTTLETON, ſhall be my Guide, 
It's Fire ſhall warm me, and it's Worth improve ; 
Thy Heart above all Envy, and all Pride, 
Firm as Man's Senſe, and ſoft as Woman's Love. 


And you, O WEST, with her your Partner dear, 
| Whom ſocial Mirth and uſeful Senſe commend, 


With Learning's Feaſt. my drooping Mind ſhall chear 
Glad to eſcape from Love to ſuch a Friend. 


But why, ſo long my weaker Heart deceive ? 
Ah till I love in Pride and Reaſon's Spite ! 


No Books, alas ! my painful Thoughts relieve, 
nd while I threat, this Elegy I write. 


——_— 


To Mr. GEORGE GRENVILLE. 
E LEG: */ XV. 


H form'd alike to ſerve us and to pleaſe ; 
Polite with Honeſty ; and learn'd with Eaſe ; 

ith Heart to act, with Genius to retire ; 

Open, yet wiſe ; tho? gentle, full of Fire; 
th thee I ſcorn the low Conſtraint of Art, 

or fear to truſt the Follies of my Heart; 

ear then from what my long Deſpair aroſe, 

he faithful Story of a Lover's Woes : 

hen, in a ſober melancholy Hour, 

educ'd by Sickneſs under Reaſon's Power, 

View'd my State too little weigh'd before, 

nd Love himſelf could flatter me no more, 

WW DEL: a's Hopes I would no more deceive, 

t whom my Paſſion hurt. thro' Friendſhip leave 1 
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I. choſe the coldeſt Words my Heart to hide, 
And cure her Sex's Weakneſs thro? it's Pride: 
The Prudence which I taught, I ill purſu'd, 
The Charm my Reaſon broke, my Heart renew'd ; 
Again ſubmiſſive to her Feet I came, 
And prov'd too well my Paſſion by my Shame; 
While ſhe, ſecure in Coldneſs, or Diſdain, 
Forgot my Love, or triumph'd in it's Pain, 
Began with higher Views her Thoughts to raiſe, 
And ſcorn'd the humble Poet of her Praiſe: 
She let each little Lie o'er Truth prevail, 
And ſtrengthen'd by her Faith each groundleſs Tale, 
Eeliev'd the groſſeſt Arts that Malice try'd, 
Nor once in Thought was on her Lover's Side: 

Oh where were then my Scenes of fancy'd Life? 
Oh where the Friend, the Miſtreſs, and the Wife ? 
Her Years of promis'd Love were quickly paſt, 
Not two revolving Moons cou'd fee them 1ſt. —— 
To STow's delightful Scenes I now repair, 

In Cogh A M's Smile to loſe the Gloom of Care! 
Nor fear that he my Weakneſs ſhou'd deſpiſe, 
In Nature Learned, and humanely Wiſe: 
There P1T, in Manners ſoft, in Friendſhip warm, 
With mild Advice my liſt'ning Grief ſhall charm, 
With Senſe to counſel, and with Wit to pleaſe, 
A Roman's Virtue with a Courtier's Eaſe. 
Nor you, my Friend, whoſe Heart is ſtill at reſt, 
Contemn the human Weakneſs of my Breaſt ; 
Reaſon may chide the Faults ſhe cannot cure, 
And Pains, which long we ſcorn'd, we oft endure 3 
Tho?! wiſer Cares employ your ſtudious Mind; 
Form'd with a Soul ſo elegantly kind, 
Your Breaſt may loſe the Calm it long has known, 


Andlearn my Woes to "B WMit's own. 


: * 


TH. E V D 


